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Blood 


Author's Notes: 

Upon seeing that no COB fics were posted for ficmas, | found myself a bit disappointed. | hadn't submitted any 
wishes myself, but | had been keeping up on those submitted by others. Well, I'm going to try to fulfill the 
wishes in the next few weeks or months. | am going to do every wish involving Alexi-Janne, with few 
exceptions (only those I'm uncomfortable with: namely, the transgender one and the one with Lamb of God). So 
without further ado, let's kick things off with BLOOD. Not my most inspired work, but | had to start with 
something or this goal was never going to be met. Sorry for whoever wished this, I'm sure my story is wholly 


dissatisfying. But hey, only up from here. 


"You need to schedule a date to get this removed." Janne mentioned quietly, turning his boyfriend's hand over 
in his own and tracing a line there, following the snake tattoo encircling the guitarists ring finger. An 
unpleasant reminder of Alexi's sham marriage. Janne didn't know why Alexi had agreed to the ink in the first 


place, but the even better question was why hadn't it been removed already? 


'|.don't want to get that removed." Alexi replied even more quietly, as if hoping Janne wouldn't hear. He pulled 


his hand out of the brunette's hold, clutching it to his chest like he'd been burned. 


"Why not?" Janne asked, incredulous. 

"Laser removal hurts. Plus | like the way it looks." 

"You're worried about pain? Are you kidding?" 

"There are different types of pain" Alexi defended. "It doesn't mean anything anymore. You know that." 

‘It means something to me. You know that, or else i wouldn't have brought it up." Jane's voice was taking on 
the hard tone that Alexi wasn't really keen on hearing at this exact moment. He wasn't really sure how to talk 


his way out of this without angering the other man. 


"I just.Janne | promise, you know it's only you. | just don't want it removed. It's my hand, | dont want to fuck 
with it" Maybe pulling the guitar card would work. 


"Language kissa” Caramel eyes were only getting more dangerous by the minute. 
"Shit sorry. | mean SORRY." This wasn't good at all. Alexi couldn't afford to be tripping over every other word 
if he wanted a convincing argument. Janne looked unimpressed, but he didn't respond The brunette reached out 


to retake Alexi's hand and stroke it gently. 


Alexi had almost thought the conversation was over. Several minutes passed in silence, and his tenseness was 


slowly relieved. No such luck. 
"| don't like it" Janne stated starkly. 
"W-well we could get our own?" Alexi offered nervously. 


"im not getting a tattoo. But that's not a bad idea" The stroking on Alexi's palm stopped, a large hand encircling 
his forearm and tugging him closer. "What would you want to get, if you had to get something for me?" 


"uhhhh.." Alexi racked his brain. He couldn't think of anything off the top of his head, but he also knew failing 
this could mean worse consequences later on "uh, maybe | don't know..like a.whatever you wanted?" When in 


doubt, go the submissive route. 


"Whatever | want, hm?" Janne smirked. Alexi swallowed, hoping that meant his answer was satisfactory. Judging 


off of the rather intent kisses Janne was placing on his neck, he hadn't completely blown it. 
| want you to never forget that you're MINE." Janne growled into the smaller blonde's neck. 


| couldn't forget that, idiootti" Alexi half-chuckled, running fingers through Janne's hair. 


"I know..but still" Janne sat up abruptly, standing and striding to the kitchen. Alexi could hear him digging 
through the drawers. It seemed a little late for a snack. When Janne reentered, Alexi's eyes widened. That 


wasn't a snack. 


"Do you remember your safeword, Markku?" Janne purred, not coming any closer until registering Alexi's small 


nod. "Good boy." 


Alexi was no stranger to knives. The scars on his arms could attest to that. Hell, Janne had played with them 
before. It had been fun. But Janne had never actually used one on Alexi, and right now, the blonde was pretty 


sure that was going to change. 
"Janne?" Alexi's voice had shifted into a slightly higher register. 


"Yes baby?" Janne coved, coming to rest next to the blonde again, keeping the small folding knife he'd collected 
from the kitchen safely in his left hand. The fact that Janne was using that saccharine voice and pet names 
set off alarm bells in Alexi's head and also sent a rush of blood straight down to his..well, you know. 


"What are you going to do with that?" Alexi closed his eyes as if that would lessen the nervousness brewing in 
his abdomen. 


"Well." Alexi felt something cool and sharp against his bottom lip. He stopped breathing. "I'm not giving you a 
tattoo with it, if that's what you're wondering." A hand harshly grabbed Alexi's chin, holding it in place. At the 
same time, the biting edge of the knife pressed against his mouth, leaving a short but stinging trail. The pain 


was quickly replaced with a warm, familiar mouth covering his own 


Alexi tried not to moan He could taste his own blood in the kiss, and Janne's tongue worried the cut, which 


was stinging worse than before. 


"Ahhh shit" Alexi spat as Janne's teeth bit and tugged, encouraging more blood to flow from the rick. The 


taste of salt and iron was stronger, and Alexi was less and less worried about why it was turning him on. 


Meanwhile, Janne was pulling Alexi's shorts and boxers down below his hips. Alexi's semi-hard member received 
a half-hearted stroke, but it was enough to make him buck his hips. It was enough to make him pissed that 
that was all Janne did with it. What a tease. 


"Lay still" Janne ordered, pressing a hand against Alexi's chest, which was still covered in a t-shirt. Janne 
shifted himself to straddle Alexi's hips, resting on the blonde's thighs. Alexi looked dazedly up at the man who 
appeared to have a golden halo thanks to the light catching the long hair framing the brunette's face. Janne 
carefully slid the knife under the hem of the shirt. The cold metal on Alexi's stomach was enough to make him 
cringe, but it was gone soon. Janne lifted the knife and sliced easily through Alexis shirt from navel to 


sternum. 


"Hey dude! | liked that shirt! Alexi protested, leaning up onto his elbows and pretty pissed off that Janne had 


ruined it. 


"Did you?" Janne feigned an apologetic look and finished slicing through the cotton, peeling back the ruined 


fabric to reveal Alexi's narrow torso. "| didn't. It was in my way." 


Alexi rolled his eyes. "Whatever." He entirely expected the slap that whipped his head to the side. Still didn't 
change the yelp that escaped his lips. The blonde hadn't been expecting the press of the knife against his 


stomach. 


A hand around Alexis throat kept him from bolting up to push the blade away. He was shivering pretty hard 
by now, half from fear, half from nervous excitement. The cruel blade against his abdomen was warring with 


the hand around his neck for his full attention 


| said STILL. Wouldn't want an accident” Janne glared directly into Alexi's gray eyes, hand threatening by 
clamping tighter. "Or maybe you would” 


The cold metal slid in a serpentine pattern over Alexi's body. He couldn't see it, so he couldn't tell if a thin line 
of red followed it or not. He wasn't in too much pain yet, so probably not. Janne stopped the blade just above 
Alexis belly button 


"You have no idea how hard it is for me to control myself. I'd love to paint that pale skin red right now." Janne 
whispered into Alexi's ear, sending tingles down the blonde's spine and a renewed adrenaline spike. Then suddenly 
the blade pressed much harder into Alexi's skin 


"AHH" Alexi screamed, and tears sprang quickly to his eyes. He thrashed violently, trying to clutch his stomach, 
feeling the metal press ever deeper. Janne was stabbing him! God it hurt, he couldn't control himself, and his 
scream turned into heaving cries. Janne released him, and Alexi's hands immediately leapt to the gaping wound 


in his stomach. Janne just grinned maniacally. 


There was no blood. Wait what? No blood? Alexi took a second to clear his eyes of unshed tears, calming his 
breathing just enough to think. Janne held up the knife, blunt side facing the blonde. 


"Just the blunt side, Lex. Your pain tolerance has really gone down. Need a tune up?" Janne was clearly pleased 


with his little mindfuck. Alexi was not. 

"You bastard! Fuck you. Fuck. You." He muttered out between little hiccups of receding panic. 

"Language, language, language! You should be thanking me for not stabbing you." Janne pinned Alexi's arms 
above his head again, leaning in to lick the bead of blood from his injured lip. "You know | wouldn't do that." 


Janne's voice took on a note of seriousness, and he kissed the tears off Alexis cheeks. 


Of course Alexi knew Janne wouldn't do that..but it had felt real. His body was confused in more ways than 


one. And he had a feeling they weren't finished yet. 


Janne kissed and licked his way down Alexi's body, showing unexpected gentleness. He gave Alexi a hickey in the 
spot he'd "stabbed" him, eliciting a groan from his guitarist. Janne continued his path, nibbling down to Alexi's 
hip. 


‘lm going to cut you. For real this time." Janne warned, eyeing Alexi for protest. Alexi was too blissed out by 
now to give it, though he was sure he would have plenty to say when the knife was back at his skin. He braced 
himself. 


"Mother FUCKER” Alexi squealed at the knife sinking into his hip. Right away he could feel the difference 
between this and the phantom pain of before. He could even feel hot blood dripping down his skin. 


“Alexi. I'm not telling you again. Watch. Your. Mouth." Janne chastised the guitarist sharply, and brought the 


knife back towards his face. "Each curse is another cut. Lick it." 
Alexi sat there dumbly, staring at the bloody blade in front of his face. 


"Lick the blood off, Lexi." Janne knotted a hand in the smaller man's blonde locks, forcing his face closer. Alexi 
squeezed his eyes shut and carefully let his tongue taste the blood and steel. Janne scratched at the fresh 
cut on Alexis hip, hurting him even more than the initial cut had. Tears were leaking out of the corners of the 
blonde's eyes, unbidden. 


"Good" Janne's deathgrip in Alexi's hair turned to soothing pets after the knife was cleaned to his 
specifications. He leaned down and kissed Alexi again, letting his tongue explore the corners of his mouth. He 
shoved his fingers into Alexi's mouth to replace his tongue when he leaned back to look at his handiwork so 


far. 


Another stroke of the knife on Alexis hip sent red-hot pain through his entire body. He squirmed as much as 
he could with Janne's weight atop him. It hurt worse than anything they'd ever done together, but at the 
same time he was rock hard and only getting harder, despite the lack of attention being given to his manhood. 


Another stroke. Another. Janne dipped his fingers in the blood leaking before reintroducing them to Alexi's 
mouth. The blonde was getting used to the flavor and sucked Janne's fingers, hoping it might spur the 


keyboardist into more..compelling action 


Another stroke. Alexi whimpered pitifully. He felt like he could hear the edge of the knife making its way 
roughly through his skin, tearing it without mercy. The sheets were getting wet. Alexi was barely holding onto 
reality when he heard the heavy metallic clunk of the knife folding shut and landing on the bed. 


"Lexi, open your eyes." Janne eagerly prodded, sliding off the guitarist so that he could lean up. Alexi's eyes 
fluttered open, and he tried to ignore the slight double vision painting everything around him. Subspace. He 
didn't know if he'd been this deep before. The fear that had been present in his belly had vanished, replaced 


with warmth and heaviness. 


A red, bloody, fresh "J" carved into his hip. Not a tattoo, but it would definitely be a scar. He wiped the blood 
off with his bare hand, hissing. 


"Like it?" Janne smiled devilishly, though his smile faltered a bit when Alexi's blown out pupils met his. The 
blonde all but collapsed into Janne's arms, lips eagerly searching out whatever skin he could find. Half of it was 
slick with his own blood, but he didn't care. 


"+ hurts." Alexi managed to grind out through his clenched jaw. 


"I know it does. You were very good" Janne tried to shift their positions so that Alexi was sitting in his lap and 
leaning against his chest, but Alexi wasn't having any of it. 


"You made the mess. No way are you cleaning it up before finishing." Alexi growled petulantly, not-so-subtly 
grinding his hips against Janne's thigh. 


"Didn't plan on it." 


